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ADDITIONAL AIRS 7» . MAID OF 
THE MILL, 


F 


FAIRTIE LD. At * Calls encugh for it by this times.” Ps . 


HE great folks are noble, and proud let 'em be, 
Of title, of honour, and wealth, 
That I am a Briton is title to me, 
And I'm rich in a ſtock of good health, 
Lads, top the mill; 
Be the hopper ſtill 3 
When low the ſun, 
Our work is done ; 
Then we'll fit to onr homely board with glee. 
For ſweet is the bread ot induſtry. 


Though in ſummer I copied the provident ant, 
For winter ſome grains to provide; 
Yet, what I could ſpare to a friend when in want, 
I ne'er was the friend who denicd, f 
Lads, ſtop the mill, &c, 
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GILES. At © hept company once for a little lit.“ p. 8. 
Gadzooks ! there's ſuch gig, and nice rig on the lawn, 
Little Sal for a partner wou'd fain have me on ; 

But when your's I ſhall be, 

How *twill mortify ſhe, 

Then I'Il bet twenty pound, 

That the whole village round 
Cannot ſhew ſuch a couple as Patty and me. 


For you, the ſweeteſt flowers I choſe, 
See here the wreath I've wove; 
Of this a chaplet I'll compoſe, 
And crown you queen of love. 


Tho' ſemmy ſo ſupple, 
And jenny ſo taper, 8 a 
Caſt off the fi ſt couple, 
Becauſe they can caper; | 4 
Poll jigs it with Roger, 
Blithe Betty with Cudden 
And Cudden's a codger 
Won': tire of a ſudden, 
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Tho' Sim of the valley, 
So nimble when tipſey, 


Foots up to ſly Sally, 
That arch |.ttle gyply ; 


Tho' ſpruce Davy Dumble, 
Is partner with Dolly, 

And old Gaffer Grumble 
Is link'd to young Polly; 


Vet you and I'll dance for a crown or a guinea, 
*Gainit Poll, Sim, Sal, Jem, Bet, Bill, Cudden, and Jenny. 


\Faxny. At © You bave a bundred times. p. 47» 


The fields were gay 
And ſweet the hay, 
Our gang of gypfies ſeated, 
Upon the graſs, 
Both lad and laſs, 
By. you we all were treated, 


Young chicken, geeſe, 
With ducks and peaſe, 
And beans and bacon dainty; 
With punch and beer, 
The beſt of cheer, 
You gave us then in plenty. 
*T was all to cheat poor ſilly Fan, 
And pilfer that ſame jewel; 
You're ſworn to me, you perjur'd man, 
Tho' now ſo falſe and cruel. 


You ſtole ſome cloaths, 
And caps and hoſe 
From ſiſter Pat laſt Eaſter, 
To make me fine, 
And gave me nine- 
Pence and a filver teaſter. 


An apron too, 
Tho' not quite new, 
As good as from the needle ;. 
And once, I own, 
You gave a. crown, 
To ſave me from the beadle. 
Twas all to cheat poor filly Fan, &c.. 


Whene'er we'd meet, 
With kiſſes ſweet, 
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And ſpeeches ſoft you won me; 
'The hawthorn buſh 
Shou'd make you bluſh, 
"Twas there you firſt undone me. 


What ſignifies 
Your ſhams and lies, 
Your jokes no more ſhall jeer me 
A licenſe bring, 
And golden ring, 
Or never more come near me, 
For you have cheated filly Fan, &c. 


FAIRFIELD. At“ Speak a little angrily to ber“ p. 53» 


Of aſpe fair, and temper mild, 
My Patty tho” you fee ; 

When yet a babe, a ſweeter child 
Ne'er bleſt a parent's knee. 


The infant flower, for tender care, 
Cou'd ev'ry joy impart ; 

But now a bramble proves, to tear 
Her aged father's heart. 


With ev'ry grace my child endu'd, 
Kind nature had beſtow'd ; 

With dear affection as I view'd, 
With pride my boſom glow'd. 
Up-hill, my path of life, how gay, 
Alas! fond hopes, how frail! 


My ſun is ſet, nor left a ray, 
To cheer me thro* the vale. 


a 0 III. 
FAIRFIELD. At Wages of bis child's ſhame.” p. 63, 


Ere round the huge oak, that o'erſhadows my mill, . g 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine; L 
Ere the church was a ruin, that nods on the hill, f 


Or a rook built her neſt on the pine. 


Cou'd I trace back the time, a much earlier date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in yon field; ' 

For the farm I now hold on your Lordſhip's eſtate, 
Is the ſame that my grandfather till'd. 


He dying, bequeath'd to his fon, a good name 
Which unſullied deſcended to me; 

For my child I've preſerv'd it, uncrimſon'd with ſhame; 
And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free. 
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TB ODOSs1A.— Scene with Mervin, p. 73. 


At © Why do you aſk me? 
A thouſand charms the lover ſees 
In her he loves, wh le bolts and keys 
Keep two fond hearts aſunder; 
But foon each envious bar remov'd, 
His paſſion coojs, and why he loy'd, 
Is now his cauſe of wonder, 
My heart is your's, you know my mind, 
In vain to anſwer nay ; 
But will you be for ever kind, 
For ever and a day ? 


Your conſtancy, my deareft hope, 

And fortune left, ſhould I elope, 
From parents unrelenting ; 

Ah, ſay! it, then, your dafling care? 

Or wou'd you ceurt ſome wealthy fair, 
Your love to me repenting ? 

My heart ts your's, &c. 


Your faith, if proof to female wiles, 
And beauty's ſweet alluring ſmiles, 
You'll never play the rover; 
Nor Jof cold negle& accuſe, 
Or in the lordly huſband loſe 
'The fond and tender lover. 
My heart is your's, ccc. 


Vzrss for RAlrx, in the Vaudeville. 


Captain Ralph, my Lord will dub me, 
Soon I'll mount a huge cockade; 
Mounſcer ſhall powder, queue, and club me, 
Gad, I'll be a roaring blade. 


If Fan ſhall ofter once to ſnub me, 
When in ſcarlet all array'd ; 
Or my vorther dare to drub me, 
Frown your worſt— but, who's afraid? 


